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'Pardon  my  poise 

~Jl7)  keeping  cool 

with  OLD  GOLD, 


\i?fa 


When  you’re  in  a Hot  Spot 
—light  a cool  OLD  GOLD 


Finer  tobacco,  that’s  the  answer. 
Queen-leaf  tobacco  from  the  heart  of 
the  stalk.  The  choicest  and  coolest 
burning  of  all  Turkish  and  domestic. 


Get  this,  folks: 

OLD  GOLDS  are  FULL-WEIGHT 


not  a cough  in  a carload 


) P.  Lorillard  Co.,  Inc 


BURRO  DEDICATES  THIS  ISSUE 
TO  OUR  AMATEUR  FOOTBALL  TEAM 
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You  editorially  minded  freshmen,  and  all  others 
who  were  editors  of  your  high  school  paper  — or 
even  if  you  are  a football  player — should  try  your 
hand  at  throwing  together  some  words  and  phrases 
of  a humorous  nature  for  our  publication.  What  we 
want  is  short  prose  material  (try  and  get  it!)  We 
are  offering  this  month  prizes  totaling  $9,000,000 
for  the  best  prose  submitted  (try  and  get  that,  too!) 
Come  on,  you  drunks!  Get  your  name  in  the  paper! 

— Advt. 


Hotel  Bethlehem 
Barber  Shop 

100%  Sanitary 

Freshly  laundered  towels,  also  a freshly  sterilized  comb  and 
brush  used  upon  each  customer. 

OUR  PRICES  HAVE  BEEN  REDUCED 
TO  FIT  THE  TIMES 

— We  Solicite  the  Patronage  of  All  Students  — 


O’REILLY’S 

Bethlehem’s 

Home  of  Nationally  Advertised  Clothes 

KUPPENHEIMER  CLOTHES 
MICHAELS-STERNS 

WORSTED  TEX 

VARSITY  CLOTHES 

ARROW  SHIRTS  STETSON  HATS 

THE  E.  O’REILLY  CO. 

New  at  Third 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 

For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 

Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


AN  EPITAPH 

In  memory  of  Joseph  Horseco- 
fitch. 

Who  died  from  alcoholic  fits. 

May  he  ever  peaceful  be. 

Pink  elephants  never  more  to  see. 

BURR 

M other 

Y our 

V ersatile 
A nd 

L oving 
E dward 
N etted 
T hirties 
I n 
N ine 
E xams 
S o-elp-me. 

BURR 

“Chic  Sale’s  for  Ex-Lax, 

We  re  for  the  Burr. 

Unlax  with  Ex-lax, 

And  relax  with  Burr. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


One  of  our  greener  freshmen 
recently  wandered  into  the  Colo- 
nial Theatre  and  as  he  entered  a 
strong  odor  of  incense  smote  his 
nostrils. 

“My,”  he  said  to  the  usher,  “I 
smell  punk.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  countered 
the  usher,  “I  won’t  put  any  one 
near  you.” 

BURR 

I miss  football. 

But  then — don’t  we  all? 


■ BURR 


Apparently  the  football  team 
did  all  its  rushing  during  “rush- 
ing season.” 


BURR 

Generally  speaking,  how  did 
you  feel  about  the  house-party? 

Well,  after  the  first  dozen 
drinks  I just  sort  of  groped  about. 


BURR 


Is  she  a blonde?  — Decidedly 
so! 

What  do  you  mean — decid- 
edly so? 

Well,  she  decided  to  be  a 
blonde, — and  so  she  is. 


BURR 


Local  Judge  to  law  student 
caught  parking  on  the  campus — 
with  a girl,  of  course: 

“Well,  young  man,  what  have 
you  to  say  for  yourself?” 

LLD  to  be:  “Yer  Honor,  it  was 
only  a case  of  Lapsis-Mentus 
Campus-Copus.  The  officer  came 
along  just  at  the  wrong  time!” 


BURR 


Have  you  noticed  how  the 
country  has  returned  to  normal 
since  the  recent  PESTILENTIAL 
ELECTION? 
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Look  at  these  liberal  allowances  : 


A Timely  Trade-in  Sale 

for  the  New  Term  of  School 


$5  Duofold  or  Lady  Duofold  Pen, 

only  $3-  and  an  old  pen 
$3.75  Pencil  to  match, 

only  $3^?  and  an  old  pencil 
$3.25  Lady  Duofold  Pencil, 

only  $25-°  and  an  old  pencil 
$7  Parker  Duofold  Sr.  Pen, 

only  $5°-°  and  an  old  pen 
$4.25  Pencil  to  match, 

only  $3  and  an  old  pencil 
$10  Duofold  De  Luxe  Pen, 

only  $7^?  and  an  old  pen 
$5  De  Luxe  Pencil  to  match, 

only  $4^?  and  an  old  pencil 


and  the  New  Business  Upturn 

To  reduce  retailers’  stocks  for  late  fall  and  Christmas 
shipments,  Parker  offers  you  a $1.25  to  $2.50  cash 
allowance  for  your  old  pen  on  the  new  streamlined 
Parker  Duofold  Pen,  or  75c  to  $1.00  for  an  old  mechani- 
cal pencil  on  a fine  new  streamlined  Duofold  Pencil. 

The  Duofolds  offered  are  NOT  discontinued  models, 
but  Parker’s  finest  and  latest — exclusive  jewel-like 
colors  in  non-breakable  Permanite — Sea  Green  and 
Black,  Black  and  Pearl,  Black,  Jade,  and  others — all 
gold  mounted,  and  all  with  Parker’s  super-smooth, 
“special-order”  Duofold  point,  extra  ink  capacity,  and 
quick-starting,  non-clogging  feed. 

The  Pens  and  Pencils  you  trade  in  do  not  have  to  be 
Parkers.  We  only  require  that  the  old  pen  have  a 14k 
gold  point. 

So  ransack  the  home  and  office  for  old  pens  and 
pencils.  Take  them  to  the  nearest  pen  counter,  trade 
them  in,  like  cash,  and  walk  out  with  a brand  new 
Parker  Duofold  Pen  or  Pencil,  or  both.  But  hurry — 
Parker  reserves  the  right  to  withdraw  this  offer  at  any 
time.  The  Parker  Pen  Co.,  Janesville,  Wisconsin.  234 


PARKER  RESERVES  THE  RIGHT  TO  DISCONTINUE  THIS  SALE  AT  ANY  TIME-SO  DON’T  DELAY, 
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A GEOMETRIC  PLAN  OF  ONE  OF  LEHIGH’S 
OFF  TACKLE  PLAYS 


Wh  o invented  the  steam  engine? 

Don’t  you  know  that?  Why  any  fool  can  tell  you. 

That’s  why  I asked  you. 

BURR 

Father — H ow  do  I know  you  are  not  marrying  my 
daughter  for  my  money? 

Suitor — Well,  we  re  both  taking  a chance.  How 
do  I know  you  won’t  fail  in  a year  or  so? 

BURR 

Social  Worker — What  is  your  name  my  man? 

Convict — Nmber  888. 

Social  Worker — Oh,  but  that’s  not  your  real 
name. 

Convict — No,  just  my  pen  name. 

BURR 

A woman  has  written  in  asking  how  to  remove 
paint  spots. 

Tell  her  to  wash  her  face. 

— — BURR 

Do  you  think  a college  education  pays? 

1 hardly  know.  True,  my  daughter  got  engaged 
after  a four  year’s  course,  but  she  might  have  at- 
tained the  same  result  in  two  weeks  at  a beach. 
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Pay  for  1 Room  . . . 
Live  in  9! 

Different individual thoroughly  of  New  York utterly  unlike  any  other  mode 

of  living,  the  Allerton  Houses  offer  the  ideal  combination  of  home  and  club  life. 

Here  are  the  fellowship  and  facilities  of  the  finest  club rest  and  reading  rooms, 

gymnasia,  game  rooms,  solaria,  tea  dances and  at  rates  adjusted  to  present  day,  com- 

mon sense  standards.  You  share  all  these  privileges — pay  only  for  your  room! 

The  locations  were  selected  with  extreme  care  for  convenience,  accessibility  and  de- 
sirability. You  live  in  the  restricted  East  Side  district,  where  you  can  stroll  in  comfort 
to  midtown  business  and  social  activities. 

If  you  desire  to  maintain  a high  standard  of  living,  without  maintaining  high  expenses, 
find  out  today  what  the  Allertons  have  for  you. 

Inspect  the  Allertons.  Note  their  advantages.  Discover  for  yourself  the  economy 
and  desirability  of  Allerton  living. 

Rates  $10  to  $22  Weekly 

GEORGE  A.  RICHARDS,  Managing  Director 


FOR  MEN  and  WOMEN 

38th  ST.  & MADISON  AVE. 
Fraternity  Clubs  Building  CAledonia  5-3700 

Luncheon,  65c  and  75c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 
Also  Ala  Carte 

FOR  MEN 

143  East  39th  STREET 

East  of  Lexington  Ave.  AShland  4-0460 

302  WEST  22nd  STREET 
Chelsea  3-6454 

FOR  WOMEN 

130  EAST  57th  STREET 

At  Lexington  Ave.  PLaza  3-8841 

Rates  — $12  to  $22 
Luncheon,  50c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 


A T T T7T)  M XT  CLUB  residences 
-L 4 _L/  Hj  Xv  A -INI  IN  NEW  YORK 
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ai  49*  and  Lexinqton  NEW  YORK 


Justifiiable  Pride 

It  is  more  satisfying  to  live  in  a high-class  hotel  than 
in  a room  in  a privote  home;  living  at  the  Shelton 
will  give  you  a background  and  assist  in  securing  a 
social  status.  You  will  feel  proud  to  invite  your 
friends  here.  Surrounded  by  many  of  the  city’s  fin- 
est hotels.  Room  from  $2.50  per  day  and  $50.00 
per  month  upward. 


Special  Offer 

Combination  Dinner  and  Swim  $1.50 — 
available  to  both  women  and  men 
(suits  free). 


Club  features  (free  to  guests):  Swimming  pool;  gymna- 
sium; game  rooms  for  bridge  and  backgammon;  roof 
garden  and  solarium;  library  and  louge  rooms. 

Also  bowling;  squash  courts  and  cafeteria. 

REASONABLE  PRICES 


Just  one  more  glass,  boys  and  we’ll  all  go  home — 
said  the  dish  washer  to  his  assistants. 

BURR 

The  young  lovers  were  nestling  together  under 
the  sea  wall.  Above,  the  moon  shone  down  in  full 
brilliance.  Presently  she  turned  her  face  to  him. 

“George,”  she  whispered  breathlessly.  “Do  you 
love  me  more  than  you  ever  loved  anyone  else?’’ 

“Darling,’  he  returned  in  soothing  tones,  “of 
course.” 

She  detached  herself  from  him  and  her  voice  took 
on  a harsh  note. 

“But  how  do  you  know  unless  you've  been  loving 
a lot  of  other  girls?"  she  asked. 


“HEY,  IS  THAT  THE  WAY  TO  PLAY 
AMATEUR  FOOTBALL?” 


A look  of  recognition  came  over  the  diner  s face 
as  the  newcomer  entered  the  restaurant. 

“Pardon  me,  sir,  said  the  diner,  “I  think  we  met 
here  a fortnight  ago.” 

The  newcomer  shook  his  head. 

“Sorry,”  he  replied  politely  enough,  “but  I do 
not  know  you.” 

“Maybe  not — but  I recognized  your  umbrella.” 
“That’s  impossible,”  went  on  the  newcomer,  “a 
fortnight  ago  I had  no  umbrella.” 

“No,  but  I had,"  came  the  other  s retort. 

BURR- 

“Waiter  there’s  sand  in  this  spinach.” 

“Yes,  sir.  We  put  it  there  to  keep  the  silverware 
shined.” 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 
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Editorial  Ramblings.... 

(The  guest  conductor  this  month,  “Chick”  Halsted,  captain  of  foot- 
ball and  baseball,  reviews  the  “post-mortemed”  football  season.  Sub- 
sidation,  schedules,  and  student  “panning”  are  treated  with  vigor  and 
sincerity.  Look  for  the  “guest  conductor’s”  comments  next  month.) 

By  Charles  F.  Halsted,  Jr. 

It  is  with  gratifying  pleasure  that  this  opportunity 
presents  itself.  I feel  deeply  indebted  to  the  Burr 
and  its  staff  for  affording  the  alloted  space  specifi- 
cally for — A Post  Mortem  of  the  1932  Football 
Season.  I will  endeavor  to  advance  frankly  the  fol- 
lowing subject  matter  from  an  unbiased,  unpreju- 
diced point  of  view  embraced  by  four  years’  exper- 
ience at  Lehigh. 

The  position  of  Lehigh  football  is  a hectic  one 
from  several  varying  standpoints.  The  general  un- 
dercurrent of  past  seasons  has  risen  gradually  with 
increasing  velocity  under  the  strain  of  frequent, 
sweeping  and  alarming  reforms  until  we  find  the 
peak  has  been  reached  and  the  stadium  begins  to 
shake  and  totter  under  the  incessant  and  unjustified 
remarks  centered  upon  the  team  and  coaching  staff. 
The  prevailing  criticisms  emit  from  a host  of  Lehigh 
followers  who  utter  and  spread  the  false  pretenses 
primarily  for  their  own  self-defense.  They  fail  to 
investigate  the  matter  and  learn  the  facts.  With  the 
athletic  policy  in  its  present  form  and  in  a seemingly 


unparalleled  position,  justification  on  the  part  of 
every  undergraduate  and  alumnus  is  almost  war- 
ranted. They  do  not  comprehend  what  the  causes 
for  defeat  might  really  be,  but  take  the  easiest  way 
out,  that  of  blackguarding  their  own  team  so  that  it 
is  impossible  for  them  to  promote  an  aired  con- 
science for  themselves.  It  is  my  desire  to  clarify  the 
shadowed  aspects  that  have  caused  so  much  misun- 
derstanding and  to  present  them,  evading  a pardon- 
able attitude. 

The  men  who  constitute  your  team  and  mine,  Le- 
high supporters,  are  of  the  finest  type  that  your  Uni- 
versity produces.  They  are  gentlemen  respecting 
their  coaches,  leader,  and  school.  They  give  their  ut- 
most, and  drive  until  the  very  characteristic  of  su- 
per-guts remains  solely  their  subsistance  in  carrying 
on.  They  are  here  at  the  University  to  attain  an  edu- 
cation under  the  same  rules  and  regulations  as  any 
undergraduate.  They  are  bound  by  the  same  scho- 
lastic standards  with  which  you  cope,  and  are  shown 
no  partiality.  The  players  do  not  spend  their 
strength  on  the  gridiron  as  brutish  hirelings,  but  are 
intelligent  men  under  the  same  strains  as  an  ordin- 
ary matriculate  at  the  University. 

My  heart  goes  out  to  those  men  who  defended 
Lehigh’s  football  reputation  this  season.  They  fought 

(Continued  on  Page  Eight) 
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(Continued  from  Page  Seven) 
harder  than  those  players  of  renown  back  in  the 
time  when  the  Brown  and  White  machine  was  lord 
of  the  East — and  why.  They  are  an  entirely  differ- 
ent type.  They  are  younger  and  lack  the  necessary 
experience.  The  majority  of  the  men  are  not  blessed 
with  the  natural  abilities  that  are  afforded  the  for- 
tunates  who  eventually  become  all-Americans.  The 
players  fought  an  up-hill  battle  against  themselves 
to  represent  your  University,  a battle  to  increase 
their  own  aptness  and  ability  mastered  only  through 
hard  concentrated  work  and  sheer  grit.  It  is  inci- 
dental to  note  that  a few  members  of  the  team  had 
had  just  a smattering  of  experience  before  entering 
Lehigh.  Practical  experience,  always  a blessing,  if 
not  acquired  before  attempting  college  football 
makes  the  game  just  four  times  as  hard.  It  is  for 
the  great  football  men  to  take  the  game  easily  be- 
cause they  do  not  expend  unnecessary  strength  and 
can  play  with  the  least  effort.  Our  team  was  forced 
to  go  at  top  speed  every  minute  against  the  tremen- 
dous odds  of  age,  weight,  and  experience. 

It  was  a profound  pleasure  to  be  affilated  with 
and  to  lead  a team  composed  of  real  men.  Men  who 
never  give  up  no  matter  how  hard  the  going.  Not 
once  did  they  fall  down  on  the  job.  In  contrast,  it 
was  my  unexpected  and  disillusioning  experience  to 
witness  those  non-injured  subsidized  players  of  our 
opponents  deliberately  lying  flat  on  their  broad  and 
sturdy  spines  in  a superbly  acted  drama  called  “lay- 
ing down.’  They  would  retire  from  the  game  amid 
the  endless  cheers  of  an  ignorant  student  body  that 
provided  the  taste  for  God’s  vainest  men.  Never 
were  your  players  done.  The  score  may  have  indi- 
cated a defeat  but  the  team  that  fought  the  hardest 
in  any  Lehigh  contest  this  season  was  Lehigh.  Can 
you  ask  for  more,  1 question? — Yet  adverse  criti- 
cism. 

Excluding  all  efforts  of  pardoning  the  team,  I 
wish  to  point  out  the  handicaps  that  confronted 
our  machine.  Injuries  were  always  prevalent,  costly, 
and  a constant  hazard.  Never,  during  the  entire  sea- 
son, was  the  Brown  and  White  team  able  to  attain 
its  full  strength.  The  team  was  followed  by  ill  luck 
from  the  first  day  of  practice  which  would  force  its 
way  in  at  the  most  crucial  periods.  The  greatest  of 
all  handicaps,  however,  was  the  schedule.  Very  few 
have  analyzed  its  difficultness  so  I will  review  it 
briefly. 

The  opening  game  and  “set-up”  was  played 
against  Drexel.  A team  comprised  of  the  same  indi- 
viduals who  represented  the  Philadelphia  institution 
(Continued  on  Page  Twenty-six) 


“VIVE  LA  FRANCE” 

The  gallantry  of  France  was  probably  never 
shown  to  more  advantage  than  last  night  when  Mrs. 
Blubberlip  threw  that  swanky  dinner. 

Included  among  the  notables,  were  the  French 
and  English  Ambassadors,  who  were  the  guests  of 
honor.  During  the  course  of  the  dinner,  Mrs.  Blub- 
berlip embarrassed  herself  by  burping.  The  English 
ambassador,  not  wishing  to  embarrass  his  hostess, 
pardoned  himself  for  the  breach  of  etiquette.  Mrs. 
Blubberlip  let  slip  several  more  of  these  outbursts 
and  each  time  the  English  ambassador  apologized. 
Finally  when  Mrs.  Blubberlip  loosed  one  burp  more 
outstanding  than  the  rest,  the  French  ambassador 
jumped  up  in  great  haste,  saying, — “The  honor  of 
France  is  at  stake.  This  one  is  on  me." 

— H.  A.  M. 


A Chi  Phi  was  busily  engaged  with  a spade  in 
the  mud  hole  in  which  his  car  was  stuck  when  an 
innocent  Chi  Psi  hailed  him — “ Stuck  in  the  mud? 

“Hell,  no!”  replied  our  disgusted  Chi  Phi,  “my 
egnine  died  here,  and  I’m  just  digging  a grave  foi 
it.” 

BURP. 

Mother  (telephoning  from  party) — Johnny,  I 
hope  you  and  Bobby  are  being  good  boys  while  I’m 
away. 

Johnny — Yes,  we  are.  And  mamma,  we’re  having 
more  fun.  We  let  the  bathtub  run  over  and  we’re 
playing  Niagara  Falls  on  the  stairway. 
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TO  HELL  WITH  THE  TOUCHDOWNS!  GO  OUT 
AND  GET  ANOTHER  MORAL  VICTORY. 


Mr.  O Slutts,  erudite  senior  at  the  Theta  Kappa 
Phi  House  heard  the  phone  ring  in  the  next  room 
and  went  to  answer  it.  He  arrived  just  in  time  to 
hear  Oswald,  one  of  the  freshmen,  hanging  up  the 
ph  one.  Ever  desirous  of  being  in  on  all  that  went  on, 
O’Slutts  queried  the  conscienscious  young  freshman. 
“What  did  they  want?” 

“Oh,  nothing.” 

“They  must  have  wanted  something.” 

“No,  it  wasn’t  important.” 

"Well,  what  did  they  say?” 

“Oh,  they  just  asked  if  this  was  Sheldon  4-9125, 
and  I told  them  it  was.” 

“Well,  what  else?” 

“Then  they  asked  if  Mr.  O’Slutts  was  in  and  I 
told  them  you  were.” 

“Then  what  did  they  say?’’ 

“Then  they  said  long  distance  from  St.  Louis 
and  I said  it  sure  was.” 

CURTAIN— SIX  SHOTS  — SLIGHT  WINDS 
AND  OCCASIONAL  THUNDER. 

— C.  A.  M. 


A SYLLABUS  OF  FRATERNITIES 

We  love  to  love  when  on  a spree — 

We  are  the  boys  from  S.  P.  E. 

Here  is  a group  of  hi-de-hi, 

The  gents  from  the  lodge,  Chi  Psi. 

A students’  house,  they  love  their  Trig. 

You  know  who  I mean,  Phi  Sig. 

What  a house,  all  freshmen  too, 

Of  course  you  know  pooh!  pooh!  Psi  U. 

Drinkers  all,  from  up  on  high, 

Those  brawny  men  (?)  of  old  Chi  Phi. 

And  there  are  boys  who  love  to  play, 

Who  all,  they  say,  hail  from  K.  A. 

Whose  pansy  all  our  hearts  does  melt — 

Sweet,  alluring,  all  enduring  Delts. 

There  are  some  who  claim  they’re  dry, 

You  don’t  kid  us  Sigma  Phi. 

To  Fern  Sem  they  often  goa, 

Good  old  Alpha  Chia  Roa. 

Up  on  high  but  awful  low, 

There  shouldn’t  be  an  A.  T.  O. 

I would  use  too  many,  tell  you  later, 

Awful  words  to  describe  the  Beta. 

Now  that  you’ve  heard  these  words  of  mine, 

Why  don’t  you  write  a better  line. 

— M.  H.  B. 


“DIDN’T  I PLAY  AGAINST  YOU  AT  PRINCE- 
TON?” 

“VULGARIAN,  THAT  DOES  NOT  CONSTI- 
TUTE AN  INTRODUCTION  IN  OUR  SET.” 
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• 

Customer  (in  drug  store) — I want  a little  pink 
tablet. 

Druggist — What’s  your  trouble? 

Customer — I want  to  write  a letter. 

BURK 

“They’re  comparatively  rich,  aren’t  they?” 

“I  wouldn’t  say  ‘comparatively,’  but  ‘relatively.’ 
They  have  a rich  uncle  of  whom  they  expect  great 
things.” 

BURR 

Bertie — It  is  midnight,  the  moment  when  miracles 
happen. 

Gertie — I think  — 

Bertie — There,  didn’t  I tell  you! 

BU  R R 

Peroxide — Has  any  girl  ever  been  able  to  make 
you  stop  petting  and  kissing? 

Monoxide — Yes,  one  of  them  married  me. 


Love  Letter  of  a Drugstore  Cowboy  to  His  Cowgirl 

Dear  Violet, 

It  just  Lux  as  though  I can’t  forget  you.  Sitting 
with  your  picture  Hebricide  me,  Ivory  pented  our 
little  argument.  Pepsodent  make  myself  clear,  but  is 
it  necessary  for  you  to  Ponds  upon  me  when  Ipana 
person  not  knowing  he’s  your  uncle?  Vitalis  to  you, 
won’t  you  try  to  forgive  and  forget — I’ll  love  you 
till  hell  has  Colgates. 

I’ve  been  Listerine  to  the  radio  and  there’s  Yard- 
ly  a song  that  doesn’t  remind  me  of  you.  Someone 
just  played,  “There’s  fruit  in  my  orchard.  Come  in 
and  I’ll  Lydia  Pinkham  off  the  trees.’’ 

I want  you  toilette  me  come  and  see  you.  If  you 
do,  my  sister  Camay  drive  along  to  see  Williams. 

But  Peroxide  better  close  with 
Love  and  Kisses, 

O.  Henry. 

— R.  R.  S. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


11 


Another  to  one — Dot. 

One  to  another — Why  bring  Dot  up? 

BURR 

Passionate  pledge — Look  at  the  moon. 

One  of  the  Bridge  Brigade — I can't  on  account 
of  it. 

BURR 

The  mourning  song  of  the  Le- 
high men:  “WHEN  IT’S  VALEN- 
TIME  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN.” 

BURR 

HUH! 

“She  is  the  answer  to  a dream.  All  her  words,  all 
her  actions  are  those  of  a queen.  And  beauty!  A de- 
scription of  her  fills  volumes.  Those  eyes!  How  they 
burn  down  into  one's  soul  and  disclose  their  inner- 
most thoughts.  Such  lips!  which  are  responsible  for  a 
sensation  much  like  the  taste  of  honey  mingled  with 
the  exhiliration  of  a great  adventure.  And  grace,  she 
walks  as  though  the  very  universe  should  cease  its 
motion  and  conform  to  the  rhythmic  sway  of  her 
body.  Appeal?  She  has  more  attraction  than  gold 
and  jewels,  is  more  to  be  desired  than  the  sun  and 
the  moon,  and  the  power  therein.  Her  name? 
Name?  Oh!  1 haven’t  read  that  far  yet." 


DON’T  WORRY  HERM— A DEBATING  LETTER 
LAUGH  ’IN  YET  GAME 

« 

BURR 

LAUGH  AND  YET  GAME 

Months  of  preparation  are  set  aside  for  the  annual 
Lehigh  game.  Coaches,  players,  and  adhesive  tape 
extend  way  over  the  budget.  Students  make  the 
usual  collection  of  fancy  liquor  bottles  and  refill 
them  with  the  same  old  Apple.  Correspondence 
starts  to  the  wench  that  can  hold  the  most  without 
giving  up  the  ship.  Finally  everything  comes  to  a 
head. 

The  day  of  the  game,  (better  known  as  the  fall 
Olympics)  The  opening  whistle  can  be  seen  perched 
on  the  froth  covered  lips  of  some  well  known  bar- 
tender, called  an  official.  The  players  run  out  onto 
the  field  like  Communists  in  Times  Square.  (fifty 
thousand  people  take  a drink)  Some  of  their  names 
end  in  “unsky ” some  in  “isky“  while  others  in  Ire- 
land. One  entire  bench  is  occupied  by  the  coaches — 
except  one,  he  stands  smoking  cigarettes.  Up  in  the 
stands  the  fancy  bottles  are  being  flashed  before 
the  eyes  of  the  visiting  debutantes  from  Cedar  Crest 
and  other  fine  country  clubs. 

Throughout  the  course  of  the  game  bronx  cheers, 
and  dirty  songs  can  be  heard  on  the  side  lines  by 
those  who  came  late.  During  the  half  the  band 
plays  the  Alma  Mater  while  over  half  the  students 
sing,  “Love  for  Sale,’  or  some  other  song  quite  ap- 
propriate for  their  dates.  Oh  yes,  the  cordial  alumni 
are  there  embalmed  in  spirits  reminding  us  how  dif- 
ferent the  game  was  played  in  1918.  How  times 
have  changed.  It’s  all  Hoover’s  fault.  Why  should 
we  have  prohibition  and  wait  till  you  see  our  wrestl- 
ing team. 


OUTA  ME  WAY,  SIMON  PURES! 


— C.  H.  K. 
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One  drunk:  Who  was  that  gentleman  I seen  you 
with  last  night? 

Another  Sigma  Nu:  That  was  no  gentleman;  that 
was  an  English  prof. 


Five  Footer:  Why  are  you  lazier  than  I am? 

Six  Footer:  I’ll  bite. 

Five  Footer:  Because  you  are  longer  in  bed  than 
I am. 


IF  THAT  WAITAH  DOESN’T  GIVE  US  A TABLE  OVER  THE  AH  I’M  GOING  TO  RAISE  A STINK! 

— Punch  Bowl. 


THIS  ONE  CALLS  FOR  A MURAD 

Once  upon  a time  a lady  went  up  to  an  official  at 
a horse  race  and  asked  him  for  a safety  pin.  Just 
then  one  of  the  official  timers  of  the  race  yelled 
“They’re  off.’’  The  woman  fainted. 


Parde:  “You'll  ruin  your  stomach,  my  good  man, 
drinking  that  stuff.’’ 

Old  Soak:  “Shall  right,  shall  right.  It  won’t  show 
with  my  coat  on. 
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Looking  Around 

WITH  MRS.  WALTER  WINDSHIELD 


We  never  did  like  post  mortems  because  after  all, 
as  the  modern  lyricists  have  it,  “what’s  been  done 
must  be,  and  why  bring  it  up  ...  A few  of  the  high 
lights  of  house-party,  however,  should  not  be  over- 
looked . . . The  Theta  Delts  were  running  true  to 
form  at  the  Hotel  despite  our  prediction  that  their 
house-party  would  take  place  at  the  house  . . . Did 
you  notice  on  passing  the  Bethlehem  Sunday  after- 
noon that  with  the  exception  of  three,  all  the  con- 
veyances belonged  to  the  Theta  Delts  and  their 
guests?  . . . One  of  their  number,  a peroxide  blonde 
bye-the-way,  was  last  seen  on  the  fifth  floor  bal- 
cony of  the  hotel  entirely  dressed,  even  to  a hat,  but 
sans  trousers  . . . An  Alpha  Chi  Rho  also  had  trouble 
with  his  wardrobe,  losing  his  high  hat,  Lord  Chester- 
field, and  Lord  knows  what  else  . . . He  amused 
(bah)  many,  by  his  self-appointed  role  of  King 
Winter  (what  brand  of  talcum  was  it,  or  aren’t  you 
interested  either?)  . . . On  Friday  night  at  the  Prom 
this  same  lad  was  “just  like  this’’  with  the  vocalist 
in  Don  Bigelow’s  orchestra  . . . Puleeze,  this  love 
among  men  . . . The  Delta  Tau  Delta  House-party 
must  have  been  exciting  . . . One  young  lady  that 
we  know  of  (and  there  may  easily  have  been  more) 
nonchalantly  up  and  left  the  house  on  Saturday,  re- 
turning Sunday  only  to  collect  her  bag  . . . The  dance 
at  the  Chi  Psi  house,  we  are  told,  was  just  too  ter- 
ribly dead(  and  we  re  not  joking,  what  with  waltzes 
only,  being  played)  until  their  devilish  little  next 
door  neighbors  arrived  to  liven  things  up  . . . “Take 
any  seat  in  the  house,  you  guessed  it,  the  hospi- 
table Sigma  Nu’s  who  don’t  need  house-party  as  an 
excuse  . . . “Anything  you  think"  . . . 

ATMOSPHERE,  INCIDENTS  OR  WHAT  YOU 
WILL  ...  A voice  at  the  game,  away  above  the  rest, 
singing  lustily,  “Everybody  takes  his  hat  off  to  Fle- 
high”  . . . The  cute  girl  in  the  ermine  cap  (we  were 
not  able  to  identify  her  date),  at  Mickey  White’s 
. . . Everyone  snaking  everyone  else’s  date  . . . Sun- 
day night  at  the  Maennerchor  ...  It  may  be  a good 
place  to  sleep  but  you’d  think  some  people  would 
have  sense  enough  to  go  home  . . . The  nobility  over 
at  the  Theta  Xi  house  seems  to  think  that  pool-tables 
are  for  that  purpose  . . . While  the  Phi  Gam’s  have 


a different  version  . . . We  mean  about  pool-rooms 
. . . Cedar  Crest  was  well  represented  at  house-par- 
ty, which  proves  absolutely  nothing  . . . As  a whole 
the  freshmen  seemed  to  have  the  smoothest  looking 
dates  . . . 

FOOTBALL  . . . As  Zuleika  Dobson  would  say, 
“I  don’t  know  anything  about  football  really,  but  I 
know  what  I like ” and  one  of  those  things  would 
NOT  be  the  Lehigh  team  . . . The  Muhlenberg  game 
was  a great  moral  victory  more  than  anything  else, 
in  that  it  gave  the  boys  a logical  excuse  for  getting 
tight  under  the  heading  of  celebration  for  their  dear 
old  Alma  Mater  . . . Such  school  spirit  . . . Half  of 
them  didn’t  even  know  who  won  the  game  but  by 
now  I imagine  some  kind  soul  has  informed  them 
. . . As  this  goes  to  press  the  Rutgers  and  Lafayette 
games  are  yet  to  be  played,  but  the  outcome  is  ine- 
vitable . . . We  just  wanted  to  warn  you,  so  we  will 
be  able  to  say,  “I  told  you  so”  . . . The  Princeton 
game  turned  out  to  be  just  another  track-meet  . . . 
It  might  not  be  a bad  idea  for  these  two  groups  to 
exchange  names,  uniforms,  etc.  . . . Then  such 
puzzle-loving  lads  as  the  A.  T.  O.’s  could  ask,  “when 
is  a football  team  not  a football  team?  . . . They 
would  have  you  there  because  the  correct  answer 
(computed  with  the  aid  of  a slide-rule),  would  be, 
when  its  a track  team  . . . After  all,  tiddley-winks 
isn’t  such  a bad  game,  especially  if  you  can’t  play 
anything  else  . . . The  Penn  game  merely  showed 
the  bad  manners  of  the  Lehigh  youths,  who  weren’t 
content  with  throwing  bottles,  but  wrecked  the  darl- 
ing little  water  cart,  the  pride  and  joy  of  Penn  . . . 
Next  year  Lehigh  is  due  to  tackle  Harvard  and  Penn 
State  . . . Sometimes  we  wonder  ...  Yes,  football 
is  the  game  mentioned  in  the  contract  . . . Shall  we 
use  our  own  system  or  Culbertson’s?  . . . What  they 
should  do  is  just  forget  all  about  it  ...  A solution 
might  be,  to  get  a coach  from  the  Paramount  Stu- 
dios . . .Imagine  the  chagrin  of  their  opponents  if  a 
seventy-yard  run  for  a touchdown  was  made  in  the 
last  minute  of  every  game  . . . The  director  would 
probably  think  it  was  Harpo  Marx  and  have  him 
run  towards  the  wrong  goal  . . . Well,  its  whatever 
you  think  . . . 
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(with  apologies  to  Cover  Rubias) 
Photography  — Steinberg 
Sound  — Stern 


Possible  Interviews — No.  I 


AUSTY  TATE  (L.  U.  C.) 
vs. 

COMMANDER  ROSENDAHL  (U.  S.  N.) 

The  Commander:  Coach,  I hear  you  are  the  man  that 
makes  the  Lehigh  boys  work  for  big  things. 

Austy:  Yes,  I have  always  done  my  bit  in  a big  weigh. 
Rosy:  Tell  me,  sir,  what  do  you  think  of  the  Akron  crew? 
The  Mentor:  A good  bunch  of  boys,  but  they  don’t 
chaage  enough. 

The  Sky  Pilot:  How  about  the  Shenandoah,  Coach? 

The  Moulder  of  Men:  They  blew  up,  Cap,  they  went  to 
helium,  I guess  they  didn’t  chaage  enough. 

The  Commodore:  What  do  you  think  of  the  Los  Angeles 
maneuvers? 

The  Boulder  of  Men:  I don’t  know  much  about  those 


Western  clubs.  Rose,  you’re  sure  it’s  not  just  a big  bag  of 
wind?  Do  they  chaage  enough? 

The  Skipper:  How  about  the  Morris  Plan? 

The  Lehighite:  O.  K.  They  chaage  enough. 

Monsieur  le  Commandant:  Is  the  Rockne  system  all  it’s 
cracked  up  to  be,  Mr.  Tate? 

Our  Coach:  I don’t  know  much  about  aerial  attack,  that's 
your  line,  Commander. 

Commante:  You  did  look  familiar  to  me  when  I was  first 
introduced  to  you,  Coach.  Didn’t  I see  you  when  we  flew 
over  the  Barbary  Post  about  a year  ago? 

The  Large  One:  Are  you  insinuating,  Captain?  Let’s  go 
over  and  see  your  mooring  mast. 

Rosendahl:  Is  it  true,  Professor,  that  you  drive  about  in 
an  Auburn? 

The  Lakehurst  Visitor:  Commander,  do  I look  like  an 
Austin? 


© 1932,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


Sailing.  Sailing,  over  the  Bounding  Main 


In  over  eighty  countries  ...  no  matter  where 
you  may  go,  by  land  or  by  sea  or  by  air  . . . you 
can  always  buy  Chesterfields. 

Their  reputation  for  Mildness  and  Better 
Taste  is  international.  Just  ask  for  the  ciga- 
rette that  satisfies. 

The  cigarette  that’s  MILDER 
The  cigarette  that  TASTES  BETTER 


/Wherever  you  buy 
'Chesterfields, you  get 
them  just  as  fresh  as 
l if  you  came  by  our 
\ factory  door 

Hv\\\  W7A/ 
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REVERSE  PLAY 


-BURR- 


ROSWELL,  YOU’RE  SIMPLY  MARVELOUS. 
GEEZ,  TANKS,  AN  I’M  PRETTY  GOOD  TOO! 


RETRIBUTION 

From  the  bloodshot  eyes,  deeply  set  in  a pale,- 
haggard  hopeless-looking  countenance,  he  gazed  de- 
jectedly at  his  bare,  dismal  surroundings,  dimly  lit 
by  the  gloomy  grey  dawn  of  his  fatal  day.  He  had, 
indeed,  spent  a horrible  night,  trying  to  forget  what 
was  in  store  for  him.  As  he  sat  bolt  upright  in  his 
hard,  narrow  bed,  holding  his  aching  head  with 
both  hands,  he  thought  of  the  dreadful  ordeal  that 
he  was  to  pass  through  ere  the  sun  had  risen  far 
from  the  horizon. 

Why,  oh  why  had  he  allowed  this  gloriously  hap- 
py existence,  (immeasurably  more  desirable  than 
the  torrid,  fiery,  slaving  hell  which  he  knew  would 
be  his  lot  hereafter),  to  slip  from  his  grasp  merely 
because  of  the  most  foolish  escapade  in  a life — of 
wild  debauchery,  dissipation  and  neglect?  Why  had 
he  not  taken  the  sterling  advice,  and  why  had  he 
not  accepted  the  priceless  facts  so  graciously  show- 
ered upon  him  by  the  honorable,  learned  disciples 
of  the  truth  who  had  tried  to  show  him  the  right 
path?  Well,  there  was  only  one  thing  left  for  him 
to  do;  he  would  face  the  music  like  a man  and  keep 
up  a bold  front  until  the  end. 

He  was  rudely  awakened  from  his  sad  reverie  by 
a clanging  bell  and  a low  voice,  saying,  “It’s  time 
to  go.”  Although  he  dressed  slowly,  his  mind  raced 
feverishly  with  the  thoughts  of  a man  who  was 
about  to  face  his  last  test.  He  was  oblivious  to  all 
that  passed  around  him  as  he  walked  slowly  for- 
ward, as  though  he  were  going  down  a long  hill 
which  he  would  never  climb  again. 

He  entered  a long,  narrow  corridor  which  led 
him  to  a large  gloomy  room.  He  glanced  contemp- 
tuously at  the  conductors  although  he  knew  that  he 
had  actually  resigned  his  fate  to  their  hands.  As  he 
sat  down  for  the  last  time,  even  the  chair  seemed  to 
say,  “Here’s  where  your  foolish  life  of  pleasure 
ends.” 

As  he  finished  his  last  mid-semester  quiz,  he  arose 
and  left  the  room,  cursing  himself  because  he  had 
ruined  his  chances  of  passing  as  a result  of  one  glor- 
ious week-end  of  beer,  women,  and  song.  Now,  he 
knew  that  his  father’s  terrible  threat  would  be  rea- 
lized. His  enjoyable,  easy-going  life  at  college  would 
end,  and  he,  the  youngest  of  a long  line  of  Schmier- 
kases,  would  spend  the  next  six  months  stoking  a 
furnace  in  one  of  the  old  boy’s  cheese  factories. 

— J.  E.  T. 
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JITTERS 

The  most  horrible  pestilence  of  the  last  five  cen- 
turies is  upon  us  at  the  present  time.  Right  now  you 
are  exposed  to  it.  Perhaps  it  will  creep  up  behind 
you  and  hit  you  with  a lead  pipe,  or  it  might  bite 
your  left  ear  when  you're  in  swimming.  No  matter 
how  it  strikes,  it’s  almost  always  fatal.  What  is  this 
terrible  menace?  It’s  the  jitters. 

Think  for  a moment  of  what  would  happen  if  you 
awoke  from  a sound  sleep  one  morning  and  saw, 
right  in  the  middle  of  your  room,  an  earthworm  with 
a chicken’s  tail  and  a dog’s  right  eye.  Immediately 
you  would  become  terror-stricken  and  conjure  up 
the  most  awful  pictures  of  a slow  death.  But  the 
presence  of  this  wierd  being  doesn’t  necessarily  sig- 
nify that  you  are  afflicted  with  jitters.  However,  if 
this  thing  should  start  crooning  the  Maine  Stein 
Song  and  execute  a very  difficult  tap  dance  with  its 
left  hind  pedal  extremity,  you  would  surely  be  con- 
vinced that  the  jitters  had  you  under  its  thumb. 

Today  only  two  ways  are  known  to  cure  this 
affliction,  and  they  are  by  no  means  certain  cures. 
By  standing  on  your  head  in  a bucket  of  beer  in 
Times  Square  (or  the  Circle  if  you  dwell  in  Allen- 
town), you  may  be  able  to  rid  yourself  of  this 
THING.  On  the  other  hand,  a great  part  of  the  com- 
mon herd  are  voting  for  the  abolishment  of  this  time 
worn  custom,  and  instead  favor  the  catching  of  fish 
in  the  Chi  Psi  reservoir.  People  says  that  a red  fish 
means  the  jitters  will  get  you  if  you  don’t  watch 
out,  but  that  a dwarfed  sturgeon  signifies  that  you 
are  immune. 

Enough  of  the  cures.  Let  us  now  consider  some 
of  the  preventions,  for  hasn’t  it  been  said  that  one 
gram  molecular  weight  of  prevention  is  worth  a mo- 
lar volume  of  cure?  To  prevent  jitters  simply  climb 
to  Lookout  Point  twice  on  weekdays  and  thrice  on 
Sundays,  or  better  still  (a  much  more  difficult  one 
this  time)  drive  across  the  Bridge  on  a Sunday  with- 
out looking  to  the  right  or  left — let  not  a leg  bar 
your  vision,  not  a curve  obscure  your  view,  nor  an 
inviting  nod  distract  your  attention.  So  it  is  writ- 
ten. So  shall  it  be. 

F.  B.  M.  Jr. 


BURR 

Little  Boy — How  many  kinds  of  milk  are  there? 

Father — Why,  there  are  condensed  m:lk,  evapor- 
ated milk,  sweet  milk,  and  sour  milk.  Why  do  you 
ask? 

Little  Boy — I’m  going  to  draw  a cow  and  I want 
to  know  how  many  spigots  to  put  on. 


-CNloRtAfW  OUPKR- 


C’MON,  LET’S  GO  IN!  REMEMBER  A LEHIGH 
MAN  MAY  BE  DOWN  BUT  NEVER  OUT! 
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Th  is  Might  Be  a Sports  Review 


GOING  BACK 

Since  you  last  saw  us,  various  and  sundry  things 
have  happened  to  our  gridiron  machine.  First  the 
beating  that  we  took  from  Princeton  a few  weeks 
ago  was  terrific.  It  was  the  worst  down  right  beatin’ 
that  we  have  taken  since  1 904  when  that  same  Tiger 
machine  rolled  up  60  points  against  our  zero.  The 
only  consoling  thing  about  the  whole  matter  is  that 
Harvard  also  broke  a record  when  they  lost  46-0  to 
Army.  But  we  are  licked  here,  also,  as  the  Crimson 
has  not  been  beaten  that  badly  since  1 884.  So  even 
that  does  not  make  us  feel  any  better. 

While  we  are  going  back  a few  years  it  might  be 
interesting  to  compare  this  year’s  team  with  last 
years.  It  seems  to  be  the  consensus  of  opinion  that 
we  have  a better  team  this  season  than  we  did  last 
year.  But  that  is  evidently  wrong,  at  least  it  is  as  far 
as  scores  are  concerned.  In  the  first  seven  games 
last  fall,  we  rolled  up  84  points  as  against  1 04  for 
our  opponents.  That  could  be  worse.  But  this  year 
in  the  same  number  of  encounters  the  Brown  and 
White  gridders  were  able  to  muster  only  63 
points  compared  with  1 58  that  Columbia,  Prince- 
ton and  other  teams  have  scored.  Woe  unto  the  al- 
mighty engineers  next  year  when  they  meet  Penn 
State,  Rutgers,  Harvard,  and  Princeton  in  that  order. 

WANDERLUST 

There  have  been  a lot  of  remarks  flying  around 
ye  old  institution  this  fall  about  the  football  coach- 
ing and  the  coaches  themselves.  Some  of  it  is  justi- 
fied and  some  of  it  is  not.  This  latter  phase  refers 
to  Bob  Adams,  coach  of  the  freshman  football  team. 
Bob  and  Tommy  Ayer,  his  assistant,  started  this  sea- 
son with  a squad  of  over  60  men.  The  squad  was 
fairly  heavy,  averaging  about  157  pounds.  In- 
cluded in  this  number  were  several  former  all  state 
performers.  Then  out  of  a clear  sky,  wanderlust 
seemed  to  hit  the  team  and  by  the  end  of  October, 
there  were  only  about  25  men  left  on  the  squad. 
And  a few  more  dropped  out  after  that.  Can  you 
imagine  the  task  that  any  coach  has  when  he  has 
to  make  a football  team  out  of  less  than  22  men? 
You  have  to  have  reserves  to  play  college  football, 
and  that  is  what  Adams  did  not  have.  The  frosh 


season  was  not  a total  failure,  although  they  lost 
more  games  than  they  won.  And  if  the  squad  had 
remained  more  or  less  intact  the  whole  season  there 
is  no  telling  what  might  have  happened.  We  were 
all  glad  to  see  the  outcome  of  the  game  with  the 
Lafayette  frosh. 

Before  the  actual  soccer  season  got  under  way, 
almost  everyone  expected  a highly  successful  sea- 
son. But  no  one  ever  dreamed  that  in  eight  extra 
periods  we  could  not  win  a single  game.  At  this 
writing  five  games  have  been  played  all  of  which 
have  gone  into  extra  periods  but  one.  And  this  one 
game  was  a smashing  I 0-2  victory  over  Stevens.  We 
lost  to  both  Haverford  and  Pennsylvania  in  those 
hoodooed  extra  periods.  In  two  other  games  with 
Navy  and  Cornell  we  managed  to  stop  them  from 
scoring  but  this  took  all  our  efforts  and  we  could 
not  win  ourselves. 

And  extra  periods  were  not  all  the  bad  luck  that 
has  befallen  the  team  this  year.  In  the  opening  game, 
Lou  Byers,  veteran  fullback,  fractured  his  leg  and 
was  out  for  the  rest  of  the  season.  In  order  to  fill  his 
position  Coach  Carpenter  had  to  weaken  another 
part  of  the  team  when  Burhouse  was  moved.  And 
the  latter  position  was  also  weakened  when  a sub- 
stitute had  to  be  put  in  his  place.  Taking  everything 
into  consideration,  the  booters  have  had  a tough 
luck  season. 

PREDICTING  AGAIN 

It  is  a little  early  to  make  any  predictions  con- 
cerning our  winter  sports  teams  but  barring  accidents 
(valentines  included)  Lehigh  should  have  very  suc- 
cessful seasons  as  far  as  these  teams  are  concerned. 

The  wrestlers  and  indoor  track  team  are  due  to 
keep  up  their  good  records  made  last  year  and  the 
basketball,  swimming  and  fencing  teams  have  lots  of 
seasoned  material  for  the  coming  campaigns.  Fay 
Bartlett  is  the  only  new  coach.  He  was  appointed  to 
take  over  basketball  in  place  of  Roy  Geary.  The 
fencing  team  is  still  not  recognized  so  they  have  no 
regular  coach.  However,  they  have  arranged  an  am- 
bitious schedule  and  are  looking  forward  to  a very 
successful  year. 


W.  R.  M. 
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It  being  the  climax  month  for  football,  good  old 
King  Football  as  a matter  of  fact,  and  about  the 
only  season  in  the  year  when  college  hymn  and 
fight  songs  are  heard  with  any  degree  of  frequency 
and  reverberation,  let’s  listen  to  the  discs  of  the 
songs  from  any  number  of  colleges  and  universities 
first. 

After  due  research,  it  appears  that  the  most  fa- 
mous college  songs  are  best  pressed  into  wax  by 
Brunswick.  The  U.  S.  Military  Academy  Band,  for 
instance,  plays  its  own  songs:  "Down  in  Maryland,” 
"Benny  Havens,"  "Oh!  Army  Blue"  and  “On, 
Brace  Army  Team,  along  with  the  official  West 
Point  March.  Jesse  Stafford  and  his  outfit  turn  out 
"Anchors  Aweigh  for  the  Navy.  Dan  Russo’s 
combine  record  "The  Illinois  Loyalty  Song”  and 
"Wave  The  Flag  of  Old  Chicago  (March  of  the 
Maroons) . 

Ray  Miller  instrumentalizes  two  Iowa  songs  and 
"Go  You  Northwestern.  Abe  Lyman’s  excellent  ag- 
gregation does  Notre  Dame’s  "Victory  March  and 
"On  Wisconsin,”  which  the  West  Point  Cadets  have 
also  recorded  with  the  "Thunderer  March"  on  the 
reverse.  Tom  Gerun  does  Michigan’s  "Victor’s 
March  and  Detroit’s  "March  of  the  Titans.” 
Maine’s  famous,  and  Hubert  Vallee’s  famous, 
"Stein  Song"  is  done  by  the  Colonial  Club  Orches- 
tra. Texas  and  Texas  Aggie,  respectively,  are  repre- 
sented by  "Eyes  of  Texas  and  "The  Aggie  War 
Hymn.  Georgia  Tech’s  own  "Yellow  Jackets”  do 
"Ramblin’  Wreck”  and  "Alma  Mater.”  Hal  Kemp’s 
"Washington  and  Lee  Swing”  is  especially  good.  He 
also  has  a Brunswick  medley  of  southern  college 
songs  that  includes  Maryland,  Virginia,  Roanoke, 
V.  M.  I.,  Davidson,  North  Carolina,  Vanderbilt, 
Texas,  Tulane,  Alabama,  Georgia  Tech,  Georgia 
and  Washington  and  Lee.  The  U.  S.  Trojan  Band 


plays  "Fight  On”  and  "Song  of  Troy"  on  another 
disc.  The  University  of  California  Glee  Club  and 
Band  are  represented  by  one  big  Vocalian  record 
apiece.  The  Glee  Club  does  "Big  C.  Song,”  "Palms 
of  Victory,”  “Stanford  Jonah,”  “Golden  Bear,” 
"California  Rambler,”  "Fight  For  California,”  “Hail 
To  California”  and  “All  Hail  Blue  and  Gold.”  The 
Band  does  "Lights  Out  and  four  of  the  same  songs 
the  Glee  Club  does. 

All  in  all,  that’s  a splendid  collection  of  college 
records. 

^ ^ ^ 

This  month’s  new  ditties  fail  to  show  anything  off 
the  pretty  well  beaten,  one  may  say,  in  fact,  pound- 
ed to  death  path.  With  the  possible  exception  of  a 
few  numbers. 

The  notable  exception,  as  it  would  be  in  most 
any  season,  is  the  Jerome  Kern  score  for  “Music  In 
The  Air.”  It  had,  prior  to  its  New  York  opening, 
eight  songs:  “In  Egern  On  The  Tegern  See,”  “The 
Song  Is  You,”  "When  The  Spring  Is  In  The  Air,” 
"I  Told  Every  Little  Star,”  "And  Love  Was  Born,” 
"One  More  Dance  And  Night  Flies  By,”  "There’s  A 
Hill  Beyond  A Hill  and  "I  Am  So  Eager.  The 
eight  of  them  cover  a variety  of  song  types.  The 
"One  More  Dance”  song  has  two  sets  of  lyrics.  The 
Hammerstein  lyrics  fit  the  melodies  exactly.  There 
is  novelty  in  rhythm.  There  is  just  about  everything 
in  them  that  a musical  show  score  should  have.  Pure 
melody  is  what  it  is. 

Outside  of  these  show  numbers,  we  haven’t  much 
else  to  recommend,  except  "Pink  Elephants’  and 
"Fancy  Nancy  Clancy,”  the  latter  being  excellent 
material  for  any  Philharmonic  Orchestra. 

—A.  E. 
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THE  NAKED  TRUTH 

or 

Sights  Unseen  of  a College  Queen 

Setting:  Freddie  Trafford,  all  others  remain 
standing.  As  the  curtain  rises — or  pulls  apart — (de- 
pending, of  course,  on  the  type  of  curtain)  Freddie 
— good  old  Freddie is  revealed  concealed — or  al- 

most so — behind  his  feet  which  are  drooped  daintily 
upon  the  desk.  Enter  Tom  the  Cop — good  old  Tom 
— in  the  company  of  the  All  American  Girl — fur- 
nished by  the  courtesy  and  at  the  expense  of  one, 
George  Roodgich — good  old  George — sole  owner, 
but  not  possessor,  of  all  writes,  rights,  and  other- 
wise including  copy  and  patent.  A.  A.  Girl,  as  we 
shall  call  her  in  further  references  to  A.  A.  Girl  (All 
American  Girl)  is  attired  in  a large  man’s  overcoat 
(man’s  large)  many  sizes  large,  and  apparently  ever 
so  warm — never  forgetting  the  lining,  but  that  all 
comes  out  later. 

FREDDIE:  Evening,  Tom.  Get  those  boys  in  the 
U-Push-It? 

TOM:  Nosir,  but  I brought  this. 

FREDDIE:  D’you  think  I’m  blind? 

TOM:  Nosir,  but  you  may  be  very  well  sorry  that 
you’re  not. 

FREDDIE:  Sorry?  Come!  Come!  Let’s  not  fall  into 
a discussion  on  Coptic  optic  powers.  What’ re 
the  circumstances  and  charges? 

TOM:  I can’t  say  sir.  That  is  I d rather  not,  sir.  But 
the  lady’ll  speak  for  herself  if  I may  be  permit- 
ted to  leave — my  wife,  you  know — 

FREDDIE:  You  may  be  excused,  but  it’s  all  over 
my  head.  (Tom  retires — he  Fisks  himself  from 
the  room)  ; And  now  young  woman,  on  with 
the  tale  and  don’t  be  bulldogish — (Y’know, 
tailless) . 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Suh!  Ah’ve  been  deeply  hurt  and 
most  d’sgracefully  treated. 

FREDDIE:  You  don’t  look  sick — what  sort  of  treat- 
ments, and  administered  by  what  member  of 
the  profession — any  dope  used? 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Mah  po  clothes!  Mah  po  body!  Mah 
po  feet!  Whatevah  shall  Ah  do?  Suh!  They 
took  all  mah  clothes! 

FREDDIE:  (To  himself)  Getting  down  to  bare 
facts.  (Recovering  himself  and  continuing 
aloud)  Hm!  Humph!  Come!  Come! — my  girl 
— let’s  start  at  the  beginning.  (He  withdraws 
his  feet  and  becomes  ever  so  attentive,  per- 
haps too  much  so.) 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Ah  was  invited  to  come  up  from  mah 
home  to  the  Pha  Gam  house  potie.  Ah’s  no 
soonah  theah  than  Ah  met  up  with  some  nice 


big  Sigma  Nu  boys  who  took  me  out  fo  a ride. 
We  were  ridin  along  bout  foh  clock — 

FREDDIE:  (Interrupting  )Do  you  mean  to  say  you 
weren't  at  Herr  Beethoven’s  at  that  hour? 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Suh!  You  all  misundahstand.  Ah  mean 
foh  clock  this  mawnin. 

FREDDIE:  Do  you  ever  sleep? 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Ah  did  n’t  come  here  to  be  insulted 
suh ! 

FREDDIE:  (Apologetically)  But  please,  won't  you 
continue?  You  were  riding  along — 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Bout  foh  clock  an  a cah  stopped  us 
— it  was  full  of  Pha  Gams.  An’  they  started 
a fight  with  the  Sigma  Nus  an’  then  took  me 
away  with  them — down  a dark  road  to  a little 
house  where  they  locked  me  in  and  took  all 
mah  clothes. 

FREDDIE:  Getting  pretty  dirty — better  turn  to  a 
clean  page.  (He  turns  a page  in  the  book  be- 
fore him) 

A.  A.  GIRL:  Ah  tol  them  Ah  needed  some  clothes, 
so  they  gave  me  a Sigma  Nus  ovahcoat.  Aftah 
they  left.  Ah  broke  out  an  walked  the  whole 
way  back  to  town — mah  po  naked  feet — an 
then  the  officah  found  me  an’  brought  me  here. 
An  all  ah  have  on  is  this  coat.  (Facing  Freddie 
she  throws  open  the  coat — and  oh  what  a lin- 
ing) 

FREDDIE:  Ho.  Tom.  You  may  come  in  now. 
(Tom,  bleary-eyed,  peeks  through  the  partly 
opened  door  and  then  enters  cautiously.) 

FREDDIE:  Tom,  you  may  lock  up  the  prisoner  for 
safe  keeping — and  Tom — check  the  coat  as 
evidence. 

— CURTAIN  — 

— R.  R.  S„  Jr. 


THE  ALL-AMERICAN  GIRL  TO  THE 
NEXT  HOUSE  PARTY. 
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UEATA  LUNCH 

OPEN  DAY  and  NIGHT 

406  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem 
(South  Side) 


Pre-views  and  Re-views 


“YOU  SAID  A MOUTHFUL” 

( Previewed ) 

Comicker  Joe  E.  Brown  stars  in  “You  Said  A 
Mouthful.  He  is  a non-swimmer  who  is  forced  to 
enter  a marathon  swim  as  a result  of  an  idle  boast 
to  a gal.  The  situation,  you  will  admit,  has  more  than 
the  usual  possibilities  for  movie  comedy.  Brown 
takes  advantage  of  every  possibility.  He  goes  along 
from  one  funny  situation  to  another.  His  mouth 
helps,  as  always,  and  his  years  of  experience  as  ma- 
jor league  baseball  player,  circus  clown  and  acro- 
bat, legitimate  stage  and  silver  screen  star  seem  to 
have  gone  into  his  work  in  “You  Said  a Mouthful.” 
All  of  which  is  meant  to  imply  that  there  are  scads 
of  comedy  in  his  latest. 

Differing  from  movies  which  offer  similar  situa- 
tions for  the  hero,  i.e.,  races  for  him  to  win,  “You 
Said  A Mouthful”  has  Joe  E.  losing  the  Catalina 
swim  marathon.  Incidentally,  there  is  a lot  of  swim- 
ming in  the  picture.  Joe  E.  eats  bananas  again.  He 
is  a yokel.  He  is  very  funny. 

Ginger  Rogers  appears  with  Brown  in  “You  Said 
A Mouthful.”  She  is  one  of  this  department’s  favor- 
ites. And  Farina,  a grown-up  Farina  of  eleven  years, 
is  in  it,  pigtails  gone  and  a regular  fellow  now.  He 
is  practically  Brown’s  trainer  for  the  distance  swim. 
Furthermore,  if  you’re  not  already  sold  on  the  pic- 
ture, there  are  these  in  the  cast:  Preston  Foster,  Ar- 
thur Byron,  Sheila  Terry,  Ralph  Ince,  Oscar  Apfel, 
Harry  Gribbon,  Nat  Pendleton  and  any  number  of 
professional  swimmers.  Everybody  in  it  does  a nice 
job.  Everybody  in  it  seems  to  be  having  a nice  time. 
Everybody  who  saw  the  preview  of  the  picture 
roared.  You  probably  will,  too. 


“I  AM  A FUGITIVE” 

In  this  picture  the  chain  gang  system  of  certain 
states  receives  its  first  important  screen  treatment. 
The  cast,  headed  by  Paul  Muni,  performs  entirely 
without  “acting.”  It’s  that  real. 

The  picture  is,  of  course,  a terrific  indictment  of 
the  chain  gang  system.  But  not  by  being  missionary. 
It  is  an  indictment  because  it  is  not  a preachment, 
as  it  might  have  become  under  Hollywood’s  usual 
treatment.  It  shows  what  goes  on  in  chain  camps, 
how  a man  is  condemned  to  the  most  terrible  of  all 
penal  systems  and  how,  after  escape,  he  becomes 
the  pitiful  hounded  thing. 

“I  Am  A Fugutive  From  A Chain  Gang”  reaches 
heights.  There  is  no  doubt  of  that.  It  is  pretty  stark, 
very  powerful,  as  gripping  as  the  twenty-pound 
chains  which  bring  a once-free  man’s  springy  step 
to  a hobble. 

The  story  is  that  of  a man  drawn  into  a petty 
theft,  his  capture,  sentence  to  a chain  gang  camp  and 
subsequent,  thrilling  escape.  He  goes  to  a large  town 
and  tentative  freedom,  becomes  an  important  citi- 
zen, is  betrayed  by  the  women  who  forced  him  to 
marry  her  when  she  discovered  he  was  an  escaped 
chain  gang  prisoner.  He  goes  back  to  a second  term 
and  a second  escape,  more  thrilling  than  the  first. 
The  ending  is  unusual  cinema  work. 

“I  Am  A Fugitive”  has  effective  suspense,  effec- 
tive portrayal,  effective  result.  We  can’t  rave  about 
it  in  the  blatant  way.  We  can  only  say — "Here, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  is  a picture  to  see,  if  it's  the 
only  one  you  can  see  this  year.” 

(Continued  on  Page  Twenty-four) 


Where  can  you  get  so  much  Good 

Writing  Paper  FOR  SO  LITTLE  MONEY 


300  Mote  Sheets  Formerly  200 
ISO  Envelopes  • Formerly  100 
450  Pieces  • • • Formerly  300 

t_All  Printed  with  your 
Name  and  Address 


"W  DON’T  see  how  you  do  it!”  That’s 
the  gist  of  the  flood  of  letters  we  have 
received  from  old  friends  and  new  since  an- 
nouncing our  new  "450”  Package. 

We  knew  the  "450”  Package  would  amaze 
everyone.  Here’s  why.  The  ordinary  box  of 
stationery  contains  24  sheets  and  24  envel- 
opes. The  "450”  Package  contains  300  sheets 
and  150  envelopes  ! 

Cheap  paper?  Not  a bit  of  it.  Finer  paper  is 
used  in  the  "450”  Package  than  in  many  boxes 
of  high  priced  social  stationery  / 

And  each  sheet  and  envelope  is  neatly 
printed  with  your  name  and  address  — the 
smart  and  logical  way  to  have  your  stationery 
finished.  It  is  convenient — protects  your  let- 
ters from  loss  in  the  mails  — helps  business 
houses  get  your  name  accurately  and  lends  a 
neat  distinction  to  your  notes. 

Two  million  people  can’t  be  wrong  — and 
two  million  people  have  sent  to  Peru,  Indi- 
ana, for  American  Printed  Stationery ! 

Try  it.  It’s  the  same  style  note  paper  we  have 
sold  for  18  years — same  printed  name  and  ad- 
dress— same  correct  size,  6 x 7 — same  price. 
But  the  quantity  is  now  50%  greater! 

Send  one  dollar  — check,  bill  or  money  order 
($1.10  west  of  Denver  and  outside  of  U.  S.).  Your 
package  will  be  printed  and  mailed  within  3 days 


of  the  receipt  of  your  order.  Sold  by  mail  only.  No  agents  or  dealers. 
Absolute  satisfaction  guaranteed. 


AS  CHRISTMAS  GIFTS  Being  printed  with  the  recipient’s  name 

and  address,  American  Stationery  makes  a distinctly  personal  gift  — and  a 
most  pleasing  one.  Simple,  neat,  fine  quality,  in  good  taste— and  inexpen- 
sive. Make  up  your  Christmas  list  at  once.  All  orders  printed  and  mailed 
within  3 days  of  receipt  of  instructions. 


A 

*< 


THE  AMERICAN  STATIONERY  COMPANY,  700  PARK  AVE.,  PERU,  IND. 

Originator  and  World’s  Largest  Manufacturer  of  Printed  Note  Paper 
Here  is  $1.00  for  a box  of  "450”  Stationery  to  be  printed  as  shown  below.  ($1.10  west  of  Denver  and  outside  ofU.  S.) 

Name — — 

Add  ress — — 


X 


OVER  2,000,000  CUSTOMERS  — ALL  OVER  THE  WORLD 
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WHAT  A THRILL/ 


THE  TASTE  SENSATION  OF  THE  CAMPUS 


(Continued  from  Page  Twenty-two) 

“ONE  WAY  PASSAGE” 

William  Powell  and  Kay  Francis  make  the  "One 
Way  Passage  from  the  Orient  to  San  Francisco, 
with  stop-over  in  Honolulu.  Also  on  the  boat  are 
Aline  MacMahon,  Frank  McHugh  and  Warren  Hy- 
mer. 

William  Powell  is  an  escaped  murderer  being  re- 
turned to  San  Quentin  prison  for  execution.  Kay 
Francis  is  having  her  last  fling  before  she  dies  of 
heart  trouble.  Aline  MacMahon  travels  as  La  Com- 
tesse  de  Barilhaus,  aline  “Barrel  House  Betty,”  clev- 
er international  crook.  Frank  McHugh  is  traveling 
by  his  wits,  evading  the  police  in  each  port,  getting 
tight  as  often  as  possible.  Warren  Hymer  is  the  San 
Francisco  detective  returning  Powell  to  prison. 

The  story  opens  in  an  international  bar  in  Hong- 
kong where  Mr.  Powell  and  Miss  Francis  meet  and 
drink  a Paradise  cocktail.  They  meet  again  on  the 
boat  to  continue  the  love  affair  begun  at  first  sight. 
They  never  get  maudlin.  It’s  really  a swell  affair, 
neither  of  the  lovers  telling  the  other  of  the  fate 
awaited.  All  five  are  in  constant  contact,  McHugh 
and  MacMahon  backgrounding  the  dramatic  inci- 
dents and  love  story  with  genuine  comedy  relief. 

At  the  end,  each  lover  find  out  the  other  will  die 
soon.  Neither  says  anything  to  the  other.  The  boat 
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docks  in  San  Francisco.  They  make  an  Agua  Cal- 
iente  rendezvous.  The  finale  is  that  film  rarity: 
something  original. 

One  Way  Passage  is  recommended  because  of 
its  cast,  its  story,  the  ingenuity  of  its  direction  in 
ticklish  situations  and  the  total  entertainment  value 
in  it. 

—A.  E. 

— Abcrr 

At  last  we  know  the  why  of  those  famous 
“Nights.”  Historians  tell  us  that  the  first  alcohol 
ever  distilled  was  Arabian. 

BURR 

Scientists  had  thought  that  the  atom  would  re- 
lease practically  unlimited  energy  when  split,  but, 
having  split  the  thing,  it  turned  out  that  it  wasn’t 
what  it  was  cracked  up  to  be.  These  same  scientists 
have  also  discovered  the  most  deadly  poison;  Avia- 
tion poison.  One  drop  is  fatal. 


BURR 


“Killer  Collins,”  the  student  who  shot  another 
hunter  last  week,  believes  that  “a  bird  in  the  hand 
is  worth  two  in  the  bush.” 
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Co.  Inc. 

Photo  - Engravers 


T*HOUGHT,  SKILL  AND 
* CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
VOTED TO  THE  MAKING 
OF  OUR  PRINTING  PLAJES 


7 11  dCinc/en  Street 
Sfoe/T  Pfione- 2tfs93 


-ALLENTOWN.  PENN  A. 


Bethlehem  Electric  Construction  & Supply  Co. 

“General  Electric  Home  Appliances” 

ELECTRIC  SUPPLIES 

Fixtures,  Repairs,  Clocks,  Desk  Lamps,  G.  E.  Refrigerators 
RANGES  — RADIOS 

74  West  Broad  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
Telephone  1631 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 

U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


1940.  “Frown  and  Bite”  headline: 

X.  TEICHELBERGER  HEADS 

CROOKEDMEN’S  PARTY 

X.  Teichelberger,  presidential  candidate  of  the 
Crookedmen  s Party,  made  the  following  statement 
to  a Burro  reporter  on  the  eve  of  the  big  election. 
“People  generally,  are  becoming  tired  of  honesty 
in  politics.  They  want,  and  I stand  as  an  example  of, 
bigger  and  better  crooks.  My  platform  has  been 
read  by  everyone  and,  naturally,  understood  by  no 
one.  Please  let  not  its  incomprehensibility,  naivete, 
ambiguosity,  stupidity,  jargonity  and  cupidity  both- 
er you — I don’t  understand  it  myself.  ‘Spoils  to  the 
duper  victor’  has  been,  and  will  continue  to  be,  the 
party  slogan.  Vote,  gentlemen,  for  crookeder  crooks, 
for  more  corrupt  politics,  for  the  modern  Jackson — 
without  the  virtues,  the  drawbacks,  of  a Jackson, 
vote,  gentlemen,  for  me.  Teichelberger  for  pres- 
ident!” 

The  Burro  wishes  to  endorse  this  candidate,  who 
the  Frown  and  Bite”  has  so  adequately  described 
in  its  headline  above;  he  stands  for  all  that  Ye  Burro 
does:  humor,  not  honesty. 

— The  Editors. 


A TIP! 

Bethlehem’s  best-dressed 
families — and  LEHIGH’S 
“best-dressers”  send  their 
“wash”  to 

THE 

ALLEN 

LAUNDRY 

Phone  6125 
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ORPHEUM 
DANCE  PALACE 


BEAUTIFUL  GIRLS  — SNAPPY  MUSIC 


Popular  College  Contest  Every 


FRIDAY  NIGHT 


The  Place  to  SEE  and  to  be  SEEN 
Private  Lessons  All  Afternoon 


(Continued  from  Page  Eight) 
during  their  undefeated  1931  season.  Columbia,  the 
second  opponent  and  one  of  the  East’s  foremost 
elevens,  had  the  best  team  in  its  history.  Pennsylva- 
nia Military  College  with  a much  stronger  outfit 
than  it  has  had  in  four  years  opposed  Lehigh  in  its 
third  encounter.  Johns-Hopkins,  still  spirited  by  its 
twelve  game  string,  massed  forces  to  beat  a superior 
Brown  and  White  team  in  Baltimore.  Then  the  jour- 
ney to  the  University  of  Pennsylvania.  Within  my 
recollection,  the  Red  and  Blue  has  enjoyed  one  of 
the  most  successful  seasons  in  a number  of  years 
standing  markedly  against  all  eastern  competition. 
Muhlenberg,  our  sixth  opponent,  had  swept  almost 
everything  in  its  path  for  a brilliant  campaign  until 
it  was  completely  demoralized  by  the  Lehigh  ma- 
chine. Princeton,  in  its  return  to  big  time  football, 
was  opposed  while  in  peak  season  form  and  their 
power  signified  a strong  bid  for  future  eastern  hon- 
ors. At  the  time,  Rutgers  and  Lafayette  are  the  re- 
maining games  scheduled.  With  Rutgers  on  the  re- 
bound, experiencing  an  impressive  season,  Lehigh 
looks  for  bitter  competition.  Although  Lafayette  has 
fallen  below  their  usual  standard  and  have  suc- 
cumbed to  the  Rutgers  onslaught,  the  game  as  usual 


can  be  looked  forward  to  with  the  anticipation  of  a 
gruelling  contest. 

Upon  reviewing  schedules  of  other  institutions,  it 
is  quite  apparent  that  few  undertake  a more  diffi- 
cult one  than  Lehigh.  Many  of  the  larger  colleges, 
with  due  respect  to  size,  have  three  or  four  big 
games  while  Lehigh  attempts  to  play  mostly  major 
institutions  out  of  its  calibrated  class.  Although  the 
1933  schedule  promises  to  be  still  more  difficult 
than  the  one  just  played,  we  are  led  to  believe  that 
the  1 934  and  future  cards  will  be  in  accordance  with 
the  athletic  policy  as  instituted.  It  is  certainly  true 
that  Lehigh  up  to  this  time  has  run  squarely  into 
unecessary  criticism  fostered  by  the  failure  of  the 
Board  of  Control  of  Athletics  to  uphold  staid  prin- 
cipals. In  lieu  of  the  fact  that  subsidation  was  en- 
tirely eliminated,  the  Board  was  supposed  to  ar- 
range a schedule  including  colleges  and  universi- 
ties of  our  calibre  both  athletically  and  scholasti- 
cally. This  has  never  been  lived  up  to  and  for  two 
reasons.  First,  tradition  cannot  be  waived  and  sec- 
ond, the  receipts  from  the  football  season  must  be 
fruitful  enough  to  maintain  the  entire  athletic  pro- 

(Next  Page,  Please) 
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gram.  The  Board  evidently  feels  that  their  diag- 
nosis in  keeping  with  that  of  the  Alumni  demands 
that  we  oppose  those  formidable  and  nortorious 
teams  that  have  long  been  listed  on  our  schedules. 
The  majority  of  these  opponents  are  anxious  and 
serious  contenders  to  the  honors  of  peak  subsida- 
tion.  Some  of  these  colleges  are  developing  contro- 
versies over  their  subsidation  policies  and  perhaps 
in  three  or  four  years  will  abolish  them  entirely. 
Their  students  have  rebelled,  encouraged  by  the 
feeling  that  their  football  heroes  are  gaining  unwar- 
ranted partiality.  Will  they  overthrow  the  dynasty 
of  football  heroes?  Meanwhile,  we  oppose  them  and 
why?  Tradition  may  hold  sway  to  the  extent  that 
we  allow  Lafayette,  Rutgers,  and  Princeton  to  re- 
main on  the  schedule  but  easier  games  in  our  own 
class  should  be  substituted  for  Columbia,  etc.  Games 
with  Haverford,  and  Swarthmore,  can  be  scheduled 
I have  learned.  The  theory  that  it  is  a greater  honor 
to  be  beaten  by  a major  college  than  to  win  from 
a smaller  one  is  absolutely  senseless. 

Although  football  receipts  must  be  great  enough 
to  maintain  the  entire  series  of  athletic  teams  at  the 
University,  there  is  no  justification  in  permitting  Le- 
high’s small  squad  to  be  sacrificed  at  the  expense 
of  subsidized  squads,  composed  of  three  or  four 
teams  of  equal  strength  week  after  week,  just  to 
have  pockets  lined  with  gold.  By  playing  two  or 
three  so-called  money  games  per  season  as  sug- 
gested above,  the  financial  end  could  be  taken  care 
of  adequately. 

The  coaching  department,  as  in  any  college  that 
has  met  with  frequent  defeats,  always  bears  the  bulk 
of  criticism.  It  seems  that  those  of  us  who  know  so 
little  of  football,  in  the  first  place,  and  those  who 
know  nothing  of  the  inner  working  of  the  team  it- 
self, in  the  second  place,  should  be  wholly  content 
and  satisfied  with  conditions  until  investigations  by 
those  more  deeply  interested  prove  that  improve- 
ments can  be  made.  My  comments  may  be  concisely 
summed  up  by  stating  that  the  coaches  are  doing 
the  best  possible  under  the  existing  circumstances. 
There  is  not  a coach  in  the  country  who  could  do  a 
better  job  unless  there  was  subsidation  and  whole- 
sale importation  of  players.  The  Lehigh  coaches  are 
of  the  finest  and  fairest  types  endeavoring  to  do 
their  utmost  for  the  school.  Save  your  criticism. 

Yes,  save  your  criticism,  undergraduate,  for  in 
most  cases  it  fades  and  is  meaningless.  Why?  Be- 
cause those  who  set  the  waves  adrift  in  sweeping 
abundance  seldom  know  anything  about  that  which 
(Turn  Page,  Please) 


STUDENTS! 
AMERICANA 
1000  DOLLAR 
PRIZE  CONTEST 


The  Americana  Magazine  offers  $ 1 000 
for  the  best  satiric  contribution  literary  or 
artistic. 

This  contest  is  exclusively  limited  to  un- 
dergraduates of  American  universities 
and  closes  officially  on  March  10,  1933. 
The  judges  are  Gilbert  Seldes,  Hendrik 
Van  Loon  and  George  Grosz. 

THREE  ENTRIES  ALLOWED 
EACH  CONTESTANT 

Literary  contributions  are  not  to  exceed 
1 000  Words  and  non  prize  winning  ma- 
terial of  merit  will  be  purchased  at 
regular  space  rates. 


Address  all  manuscrips  and  pictures  to 

AMERICANA 

1280  LEXINGTON  AVENUE 
NEW  YORK  CITY 
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BRICKER  BAKING  CO. 

Bricker’s  Bread  is 
eaten  at  the  fra- 
ternities. 


(Continued  from  Page  Twenty-seven) 

they  are  criticizing.  It  would  be  wiser  to  elucidate 
and  concentrate,  if  you  must,  upon  some  of  those 
capables  who  refuse  to  compete  for  your  team.  Some 
of  those  big  men  who  have  heart  and  kidney  weak- 
nesses but  greater  and  even  stronger  weaknesses 
for  alcoholic  beverages.  How  do  they  escape  your 
critical  eye?  Better  still,  turn  your  criticism  into 
support.  A stronger  and  more  influential  spirit 
would  be  created  resulting  in  better  teams. 

Save  your  criticism,  Alumni!  There  are  now,  and 
have  been  in  the  current  past,  many  instances  in 
which  your  aid  was  imperative.  Frequent  promises 
have  been  made  by  you  but  they  all  fail  to  mater- 
ialize. What  can  you  do?  Why  yes,  get  together  and 
form  an  endowment  fund  to  wipe  the  red  from  the 
athletic  balance  sheet  annually.  In  doing  so,  you 
would  make  possible  a sensible  football  schedule. 
Lehigh  would  not  have  to  play  her  “money  games” 
with  Columbia  and  Harvard  and  mortify  you  with 
large  score  defeats.  We  challenge  the  Alumni  to 
present  constructive,  instead  of  adverse  and  un- 
founded, criticism. 

BURR 

The  arts  students  are  so  dumb  they  think  that  a 
parenthetical  expression  is  an  expression  in  paren- 
theses. 


BURR 

Frosh:  Your  sister’s  darn  good 
lookin’. 

Soph:  Yeh?  D’ya  think  so? 

Frosh:  Yowsah!  How  did’ja 
folks  do  it? 

Soph:  Get  a load  of  this;  ev- 
eryone says  we  look  alike! 

Frosh:  That’s  nothin’. A MULE 
looks  mighty  like  a HORSE. 


Phone  9207  Est.  1918 

COLONIAL  RESAURANT 

FRANK  BANKO 

2 1 8 West  Fourth  Street 

BOTTLER 

Next  to  Young’s 

802  East  Fourth  Street 

35c  and  50c  — Dinners  Daily  — 35c  and  50c 

Also  25c  Specials 

WE  CATER  TO  BANQUETS  and  PARTIES 

oeware 

Of 

Smokers 
Teeth 


“Wish  I’d 

had  this 


40  years  ago” 


USe  wishing!  This  man,  like  countless  others,  was  born  a bit  too  soon.  The 
best  he  can  do  is  to  start  right  now  to  Bost-clean  those  tobacco-stained  teeth  of  his. 


Now  thiilk  of  yourself.  If  your  teeth  show  any  dingy  discoloration,  get  right 
at  them.  Don’t  waste  a day.  Bost  for  yours.  And  won’t  you  bless  the  day  that  Dr. 
Bost  started  on  his  quest  for  a new  and  different  dentifrice  that  would  really  be 
the  smoker’s  friend. 


If  your  teeth  still  are  in  perfect  condition— keep  ’em  that  way.  Give  them  a Bost 
brushing  three  times  a day.  Bost  uses  an  innocent  oil  to  dissolve  stain  from  your 
teeth.  It  has  no  abrasives  of  any  kind.  Its  action  is  dental— its  effect  amazing.  Try 
it,  why  don’t  you?  There’s  nothing  like  it.  You’ll  like  two  things — the  way  your 
teeth  look  and  the  way  your  mouth  tastes.  Use  the  coupon. 


The  Smoker’s  Friend 


=MAIL  THIS  COUPON= 

INTRODUCTORY  OFFER 

Send  10  cents  for  week’s  supply  to  Bost,  Inc.,  Dept.  H, 
9 East  40th  Street,  New  York. 

NAME  

ADDRESS  

MY  DRUGGIST  IS 


Shake  hands  with  the  tab  collar 


shirt. . the  style 

Give  the  Prince  of  Wales  credit  if  you  want. 
He  was  the  one  who  first  adopted  the  tab  col- 
lar shirt.  But  don’t  forget  it  was  the  college 
campus  that  took  the  style  up  and  made  it  as 
popular  as  an  All-American  style. 

Colleges  can  make  or  break  a style.  Thumbs 
down  on  a style  by  college  men — then  it’s 
good-bye  style.  Thumbs  up — and  a new  style 
gets  its  start. 

It  makes  us  proud  that  college  men  have  put 
an  enthusiastic  “thumbs  up”  on  Arrow’s  tab 
collar  shirt — the  Aratab.  We  put  a lot  into 
that  shirt.  We  gave  it  the  tailoring  that  is 
usually  found  only  in  custom  shirts.  And  into 


hit  of  the  season 

the  collar — the  center  of  the  tab  collar  shirt — 
we  put  all  the  secrets  learned  in  tailoring  more 
than  two  billion  collars. 

The  Aratab  is  Sanforized-Shrunk.  This  means 
that  you  need  make  no  allowance  for  shrink- 
age. You  can  get  the  Aratab  in  your  exact 
collar  size  and  sleeve  length — confident  that 
the  collar  will  still  fit  you  perfectly,  the  sleeves 
still  show  the  correct  p?  inch  of  cuff  below  the 
coat  sleeve,  to  the  end  of  the  shirt’s  long  and 
honorable  career. 

The  Aratab  comes  in  white  and  a wide  range 
of  stripes  and  patterns.  $1.95.  © 19 32,  by 
Cluett,  Peabody  & Co.,  Inc.,  Troy,  New  York 


ARROW  SHIRTS 


SANFQRIZED  SHRUNK  new  shirt  if  one  ewer  shrinks 


- 


